ing of being at home, of being in a spot so familiar, so alto- 201
getfaer like home should be that from looking at it with
such intense adoration it had become a new and strange
place. For the first time in my life, too, I had met men
who were like men ought to be—that is to say, open,
frank, natural, spontaneous, warm-hearted. These were
the types of men I had expected to meet in my own land
when I was growing up to manhood. I never found
them. In France I found another order of human beings,
a type whom I admired and respected but whom I never
felt close to. In every possible way that I can think of
Greece presented itself to me as the very center of the
universe, the ideal meeting place of man with man in, the
presence of God. It was the first voyage I had ever made
which was wholly satisfactory, in which there was no
slightest trace of disflluaonment, in which I was offered
more than I had expected to find. The last nights in the
Zapion, alone, filled with wonderful memories, were like
a beautiful Gethsemane. Soon all this would be gone and
I would be -walking once more the streets of my own
city. The prospect no longer filled me with dread Greece
had done something for me which New York, nay, even
America itself, could never destroy. Greece had made me
free and whole. I felt ready to meet the dragon and to
slay him, for in my heart I had already slain him. I
walked about as if oh velvet, rendering silent homage
and thanksgiving to the little band of friends whom I had
made in 6reece. I love those men, each and every one,
for having revealed to me the true proportions of the
human bring. I love the soil in which they grew, the tree
from which they sprang, the light in which they flour-
ished,'the goodness, the integrity, the charity which they
emanated. They brought me face to face with myself, they,
cleansed me of hatred and jealousy and envy. And not
least of all, they demonstrated by their own example that

